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THE RECLUSE. 
(Continued from page 116.) 


The Maiden of Underlach, as she ut- 
tered these words, listened to the melan- 
choly sound of the torrent, its murmurs 
harmonised with the sentiments of her 
soul, she remembered that she had left 
her lute hanging on the arch of the 
bridge. She closed her solitary win- 
dow, and sinking on her couch, in a 
short time enjoyed the slumbers o 
peace and innocence. 

The sun issued from the palace o 
Aurora in radiant brightness, and stil! 
all was quiet in the monastery. The 
daughter of Saint Maur arose ; and, fol- 
lowed by Ursula, bent her steps to- 
wards the wild bank, where she hoped 
to find her lute. Th? morning was se- 
rene, the gentle zephyrs alone agitated 
the shrubs of the valley. Elodie had 
nearly reached the bridge. What a sight 
met her Astonished gaze! Concealed 
behind some thick foilage, the Orphan 
remained motionless. 
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listened, she almost disbelieved the evi-, 
dence of her senses. 


“ Printems, réveil de la Nature, 
Avec transport plus ne te vois, 


Aurore! enchante l'ame pure; 





[| No. 16. 


{negligently throwing the roebuck over 
his shoulder, and suspending it on his 
quiver, like another Nimrod, he seized 
|his bow, and departed from the bank. 
A prolonged groan escaped his oppres- 





I] n'est plus de beaux jours pour moi. 


Apuis divin, douce Espérance, 
Porte entr’ouverte sur les cieux, 
Tu ne saurois charmer mes yeux, 

Ta ne peux rendre—I'lunocence. 


De la Vertu jai sur la terre 
Imploré le puissant secours— 
J'ai vu sa celeste lumiére 
Briller au printems de mes jours. 


Des uaufrages de lexistence, 
Qui plas que mois connut Mhorreur ; 
Mais, helas! l'homme du malheur, 
N’en a pu sanver—I'[nnocence.”* 


As he sang these last words, the plain- 
tive voice of the mountaineer was al- 


the solemn chauat of the repentant soul 
in the dwelling of expiation. A mortal 
chill ran through the veins of the Or- 
phan. It seemed as though a fatal 
bandage painfully encircled her brow, 





At the edge of the stream, on the spot’ 
where Elodic on t! 





receding day o<..pweart. 


and a mass of lead. weighed on her| 
Tire brunter ratsed his eyes to 


sung the return of spring, stood a moun-|| heaven ; and the daughter of Saint Maur 
taineer, holding in his hand the forgotten} recognised that look—that sublime look, 
lute, from which he drew the most me-|| which was indelibly engraven on her 


lodious tones. 


Leaning against a fir-}j soul. 


By the last remains of daylight 


tree, he discontinued for a moment his} she could scarcely distinguish the manly 


sweet notes. 


lay his loosened bow. A dead roebuck, 
pierced by an arrow, was extended near 
him on the grass. Like the valiant Scy- 
thians, who, rushing from the caverns 
of the north, seemed to the southern 
nations the terrible gods of war, this 
mountain Apollo was the god of the 





forest. His majestic figure rose above 


His dress was that of the} features of the unknown in the chapel ; 
hunter of the mountain, and at his feet} but the rays of the morning enabled her 


to contemplate them with admiration. 
Never was mortal so highly gifted with 
beauty. But wherefore does the im- 
pression of suffering and despair over- 
shadow the noble brow of the Recluse ? 


Wherefore is his bitter remembrance of'||/ 


the past, and his mournful song of re- 
morse? Gentle virgin of the valley! 


the torrent, like the cedar of Libanus.} beautiful as the consort of our first fa- 
His nervous limbs, his formidable sta-llther, pure as the prayer of infancy, 
ture, announced the athletic hero form-}| hasten away !—Alas! when the north 
ed for war, the Alcides accustomed to}] wind has breathed on the rose, its doom 
victory! His features were calm, bat} js irrevocably sealed. 


it was evident that if assailed by the 


Tbe hunter of the mountain replaced 


torments of rage and delirium he would] the lute on the bridge of the torrent, and 


realize in his person the madness of Or- 
lando, As his sonuvrous voice accorded 
with the divine notes of his lyre, ravish- 





* Hail Spring! Nature’s reviving morn ; again, 
but cot with transport, do I behold thee Aurora! 


ed Nature seemed to listen to this second] thou mayest enchaut the pure soul; but, for me, 


Orpheus. 

To the surprise of Elodie, 
had sung the day before was repeated by 
the mountaineer. 
nearly the same, but their sense was 
different. As the maiden of Underlach 


the days of light are gone. Hope! divine sup- 
port! celestial prospect! thou canst not charm 


the air she my heart, nor restore me to innocence 


I have implored the assistance of Virtue; her 


The words were celestial light beamed on the spring of my days. 


I have endured the wreck of life; but, alas! the 


haw sent victim of misfortune was unable to 


preserve innocence. 


most lost amidst the desert rocks, oul 





sed heart as, with hasty steps, he cros- 
sed the bridge, and tale the path 
which led to the mountain, vanished 
among the firs. 

He had disappeared some time before 
Elodie recovered the power of moving. 
Ai length she flew to the solitary arch, 
and seized the lute. The astonished 
Ursula, not knowing what to think of 
the unknown singer, hazarded a few 
questions ; but the agitated orphan nei- 
ther heard. nor answered her. As she 
jreturned to the abbey, she perceived 
the cottage of Marceline: involuntarily 
ots bent her steps thither, and beneath 
that rustic roof nothing was spoken of 
but the Recluse. 

The enthusiastic Marceline perceived 
the niece of Herstall, and flew to meet 
her. ‘* Angel of the monastery,” cried 
she, ‘‘ hasten, oh! hasten hither! Much 
have I totell you! The wonderful ‘e- 
ling wrtel es ovcr your fate also.” 
| * Watohes over my fate!” repeated 
ithe blushing Elodie. 

“TI am returned from the abbey, 
where I have been seeking you. Listen 
to me ; yesterday evening, on this very 
spot, he appeared; here I again saw 
the Recluse. ‘ To-morrow,’ said he, 
‘to-morrow, seek the Maiden of Under- 
lach, and repeat these words to her.— 
The Duke of Lorraine has promised the 
hand of his sister to the Count de Norin- 
dall, The growing love of Egbert for 
Hanother might open an abyss of misery 
‘or the inhabitants of the valley.” 

‘‘ Good heavens!’ exclaimed Elodie, 
‘he spoke thus !”’ 

‘‘He did; and desired that I would 
repeat his words to you.” 

‘‘Scarcely are the Knights of Lor- 
lraine arrived at the monastery,” con- 
tinued the Orphan, ‘‘and already the 
Recluse knows their Commander, his 
name, his engagements, his fate, and 
even the secret of his scarcely awaken- 
ed love!” 

‘© As he spoke,’ added Marceline, 
‘‘ his accents were deep and sinister, 
and his brow severe and menacing.— 
The moon illumined his pale face, and, 
but for the wondrous beauty of his fen- 
tures, I should scarcely have recogniz- 
ed him. His voice, though he endeav- 
oured to moderate its tone, resembled 
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the awful sound of the approaching 
tempest, and his look was like the sup- 
pressed blaze of a terrible conflagra- 
tion.” 

** Noble orphan,”’ cried Maceline, as 
she concluded this dreadfy! description, 
and followed Elodie te the monastery, 
**do not neglect this warning of the 
genius of the mountain, from whom no 
event is concealed, and to whom every 
thing appears possible. Avoid the Count 
de Norindalijand rely on the Recluse. 


BOOK IV. 


The Count de Norindall and his com- 
panions had already passed three days 
at the abbey. Vainly did Egbert strug- 
gle against the passion with which Elodie 
had inspired him, but the ‘ardour of his 
passion increased, and the secret of his 
heart was no longer concealed from his 
companions. 

Four times hadthe star of day glided 
the heavens since the arrival of the 
Knights of Lorraine, when the daugh- 
ter of Saint Maur descended from her 
chamber at the hour when the affection- 
ate wife of the labourer prepares the 
early repast for her young family. 
Mounted on their coursers, and arrayed 
in their armour, the Knights of Rene 
had quitted the monastery, and advanced 
towards Nancy. Three knights re- 
mained, and the Count de Norindall was 
one of the number. He affected to 
await the return of a faithful messenger, 
who was to bring him an important 
answer from the Governor of one of the 
Swiss Cantons. Egbert had confided 
some of his political secrets to the Baron, 
who took a lively interest in the affairs of 
the Dake of Lorraine. The friend of 
Rene was to remain some days longer at 
the monastery. 

The Maiden of Underlach was stray- 
ing through the retired groves of the 
abbey, when suddenly, at the turn of 
one of the walks, the Count de Norin- 
dall presented himself before her. 

**Amiable Orphan,” said he, ‘this 
morning | ought to have quiited this a- 
bode, and yet still do 1 linger here.— 
What sweet magic detains me ? What 
invincible power enslaves me ? Alas! 
until now I have ridiculed that magic, 
and braved that power.”’ 

** Count de Norindall,’’ replied the 
trembling girl, “let us return to the 
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the first time, what answer would you 
make ?”’ we 


« That he is no longer the arbiter of 
his fate,’ answered Elodie ; ‘ that his 
word is given, and that none bu‘ the 
august sister of Rene can be the wife 
of the Count de Norindall.” 

Egbert stood speechless with astonish- 
ment: in vain did he attempt to con- 
ceal his embarrassment ; the expression 
of his countenance, his quivering lips, 
and the deadly paleness of his complex- 
ion, betrayed the agitation of his soul. 
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do you speak to me of marriage ? th, 


Baron of Herstall jalone fcan decide », 
fate. Why do you talk of love | Tak 
not listen to you.”’ As she pronounce 
these words they reached the monaster, » 
and the daughter of Saint Maur quittec 
Egbert. 
| Several days passed, during whi 
the Orphan shunned the Count de Ng. 
inda}l. She seldom appeared in the px 
lour of the abbey, and relinquishe 
her walks in the garden. 

The Baron of Herstall summoned }js 











‘‘What do I hear!” cried he, ‘‘aj/niece to his presence, which the Cow 
vague project, scarcely known to thejjde Norindall had just left. The 4 


confidential advisers of Rene, a secret 
concealed from the Court of Nancy, a 
thought hidden even from the sovereign, 
has been revealed to you in these dis- 
tant solitudes !”’ 

Elodie remained silent, and slowly 
advanced by the side of the Count de 
Norindall. 

‘* It is true,” continued Egbert, ‘* that 
the Duke of Lorraine condescended to 
offer me his sister in marriage, but as 
yet no sacred engagement binds me to 
her; andI can honourably refuse the 
projected match. What do I say? im- 
perious duty demands that I should de- 
cline the alliance, for I could not con- 
tribute to the happiness of the Princess 


of Lorraine. There is but one being }jsed over the world with devouring fury. 
who can ever be the wife of Egbert,—j]Oh my niecc, had | been susceptible« 


Doubtless I shall forfeit the friendship of 
Rene ; doubtless I shall excite his dis- 
pleasure ; but love has effected a revo- 
lution inmy soul. Glory, fortune, dig- 
nities, ye are worthlessto me. Elodie, 
celestial virgin, one smile! and I quit 
the world for the elysium of Underlach.” 

His respiration became difficult and 
his ardent expressions were poured forth 
with tamultuous eagerness. The novelt 
of this language astonished the Orphan, 
who quickened her steps, and continued 
silent. 

‘You do not reply,” passionately, 
resumed Egbert. ‘* Oh Elodie, let me 


man greeted the Orphan with his x. 
customed tenderness, and in a solem | 
tone thus addressed her: “ Listen, dex 
Elodie, and do not interrupt me. |; 
the happy days of my youth, I rash 
asked of Heaven a long life, little did! 
imagine that I was praying for years 
wretchedness. Oh! my Irena, adorei 
child! my real life ended with thine 
thy father is but a breathing shadow ; i 
! his thoughts were turned to thee, an! 

in appearance only, has he survive: 
thee. 

«1 feel that the period is rapidly 4 — 
proaching when my suflerings will term: 
nate—soon shall 1 rejoin her who wi 
the victim of a fatal meteor, which px 


—_——--—— 
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were 


consolation, you alone could have este _ 
ed my bitter grief; but, like the de 
perate lioness, who has seen her ot) | 
young one killed by the fierce huotet,) 
I have lived to see ferocious man ltt’ 
from me the cherished being who ¥*) 


tempted to alleviate my sufferings }y 
consolation, would have seemed to me 
to insult my misfortunes. 

“Elodie, feeble reed of the desi! 
lake ! how often have | trembled le 
|when I shall be no more, the stom 
should crush thy tender stem! but! 





for your sake renounce the splendours 





powerful protector has appeared. 4¢ 


the charm of my existence ; and sdf 
was my despair, that whoever had at 


of life. Let me become a hunter on||cept the support sent by the Almigb!y 
the mountain, or a fisherman in the yal-|| and nothing will then disturb the trat 


hut or a boat ; but let Elodie inhabit the || of my bed of death.”’ 


ley, with no earthly possessions but a quillity, or damp the joyful anticipatio™ 


hut! let Elodie grace the boat! and 
here will ! brave the storms of existence. 
All powerful love! deign to soften the 





abbey.”’ 

She was retiring, when Egbert ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ One word more, one word, 
and I will no longer detain you. If the 
friend of the Duke of Lorraine were 
to offer you, not the brilliancy of for- 
tune and rank, which could not dazzle 
your imagination, but the homage o 
a sincere heart, which now loves for 


heart of the Orphan, and supreme 
felicity will be the lot of Egbert !”” 

He ceased speaking, and the enthusi- 
asm of sentiment glowed on his counte- 
nance. Elodie’s heart was moved, but 
Egbert was not beloved. 

** Count de Norindall,” said she, after 


Hresumed Herstall, 





a pause, ‘forgive my silence. The 
language | have heard is new 


L.know not how to reply to it. Why 


t 


The old man paused and vain were the 


tears which escaped through her Jon 
eye-lashes. ‘The Count de Norindall, | 
‘has this mornils 
proposed himself for your husband— | 
What answer shall I return to bim " 
whose person, fortune, rank, repul: 
tion, youth, and valour, are all com 
bined in unsullied brilliancy. Elodie, ° 
your heart cannot have made its electiod: 





to m d yes your love: 
e, ie hes Count Egbert deser rd ae to foro 


“Every wish I have 


efforts of the Orphan to suppress the 
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will be fulfilled by your consent to this 
marriage ; nevertheless, far be it from 
me to influence your decision. Open 

our heart then to your adopted father. 
My Elodie shall ever follow the dictates 
of her inclination.” 

The timid girl felt her courage revive 
as Herstall, in atone of affection, pro- 
nounced these words. 

‘*My father.’ replied she, ‘ the 
valiant Egbert is born for a splendid 
destiny, and | am unworthy to become 
his companion. Accustomed to dwell 
among the mountains, my sphere is not 
that ofa court. The wild flowers of 
the valley wither when they are trans- 
planted into other climes. Can I be 
ambitious of regal dwellings when my 
father was assassinated in a palace ? Re- 
member the prayers of the unfortunate 
widow of Saint Maur; reflect, that in 
her last moments she prayed that Elodie 
might never quit this peaceful valley ! 
‘ Let her,’ cried she, ‘ never know the 
splendours of life, nor how dearly they 
cost their possessors.”’ 

‘¢ The Count de Norindall,’’ inter- 
rupted Herstall, ‘‘is willing for your 
sake to renounce the Court of Lorraine. 
He would consent to forfeit his rank, to 
forego the honours with which he is 
loaded ; and, in these rustic shades, to 
consecrate his whole life to you and 
love. You cannot remain insensible to 
such proofs of affection.” - 

‘* My father,” replied the Orphan 
‘are the first transports of love eter- 
nal? Are sudden resolutions unalter- 
able? Ah! exaggerated sentiment is 
but a baseless fabric ! Egbert now pro- 
poses sacrifices, but who can assure us 
that he will not soon regret having made 
them.”’ 

‘¢ Elodie persists then in her refasal 
—-is this her final answer ?”’ 

‘* You have commanded me to speak 
without disguise. Rather than inhabit 
acourt, and disobey my dying mother, 
I would pronounce my vows at the al- 
tar. The passionate character of Eg- 
bert affrights me, and I could not make 
him the arbiter of my fate. The daugh- 
ter of Saint Maur will never be the 
wife of Count de Norindall.”’ 

She pronounced these words in so de- 
cided a tone, that the astonished Her- 
stall was convinced her determination 
was irrevocable. ‘The old man dlamed 
her refusal, but, remembering the last 
hours of his beloved sister, he promised 
that Elodie should remain the uncontrol- 
ed mistress of her affections, and she 
knew that his word was sacred. 

The grief of Egbert was indescribable. 
His hand disdained! his vows rejected ! 
-—He heard from Herstall, with ap- 


* 








parent unconcern, the decree which 


decided his fate ; but silent rage and 
calm despair possessed his soul. ** Ven- 
erable old man,” said he, slightly pres- 
sing the hand of the Baron, ‘ this even- 
ing { shall quit your hospitable roof, 
would to God I had never crossed your 
threshold.” 

He ceased speaking, and withdrew. 

His secret messenger had returned, 
with the expected answer, on the pre- 
ceding evening, and orders were issued 
to prepare for departure. 
_ A thousand sinister and confuseé pro- 
Jects agitated the soul of the Count. 
la vain did his natural generosity oppose 
itself to the impetuous dictates of rage. 
The powers of evil proved victorious, 
and unavailing were the prayers of the 
Count for protection against his own 
passions. Nothing could calm his agita- 
tion. Unable to control his feelings, he 
sought Elodie, though in the distraction 
of his mind, he knew not how to address 
her. His thoughts were wild and un- 
settled, but he felt that he must see her 
again. 

Atlength they met—<I am going,” 
said he, ‘‘ you wish for my departure, 
and I obey your commands.—I fly, for- 
ever, from happiness and Elodie. Tell 
me, oh! tell me, at least, that I have 
your compassion.” 

Elodie looked on him, and for an 
instant hesitated. His grief aflected 


-her, yet her reply was only, ‘* Adieu 


noble Knight ! 

Mounted on his fiery steed, the Count 
de Norindall, hopeless and inconsolable, 
quitted the abbey. His warlike com- 
panions remarked, with dismay his la- 
conic answers, his angry looks, and his 
impetuous speed. The sun had long 
sunk beneath the waves, and still Eg- 
bert continued to lash the sides of his 
courser, unconscious of the immense 
space he had traversed. 
horse at length fell under him. He knew 
not where he was, he cared not whither 
he went. ‘Too soon were his desperate 
projects developed! 

The sound of the trumpet, the neigh- 
ing of steeds, the clangor of arms, and 
the loud voices of the knights, no long- 
er resounded through the vaulted arches 
of the abbey The daughter of St. 
Maur reproached herself not for the 
refusal of Count Egbert, but for her 
bitter replies and freezing adieu! As 
he quitted the Orphan, the Count de 
Norindall cast a menacing look on her, 
and a vague presentiment of evil dart- 
ed through her soul—perhaps at that 
moment, a storm was gathering round 
her devoted head. But Egbert wasa hero ; 
his soul was magnanimous—would he 
then dare to sully his honour by acrime ? 





—Alas! the most heroic heart, like the 


His exhausted | 
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finest season, has its fine weather and 
its tempests. Let him alone who, born 
to insensibitity and pride, possesses 
negative virtues, glory in the thought of 
having lived without a fault! Can such 
a character inspire admiration? No; 
rather let us turn towards those superior 
mortals, who have not perhaps always 
maintained their celestial characters, 
but who, in their fall, have at least 
preserved traces of their origin; and, 
sti!l ready to soar again into elevated 
regions, have never g lled in the 
degrading depths of human indifference. 

But for the image of the Recluse, 
as he last appeared to her beneath 
the arch of the torrent, and perhaps, 
but for the discourse of Marceline, 
Elodie would have hesitated in her re 
ply to the Baron of Herstall; but the 
new proof she had received of the 
lively interest with which she had in- 
spired the inhabitant of the mountain, 
entirely subjugated her heart. 

The projects of the Duke of Lor- 
raine were known to the Recluse. What, 
then, was this wonderful man, who, con- 
cealed in the depths of solitude, could 
penetrate into the secrets of courts! 
Who was that star of the mountain, 
which, descending to the valley, radiant 
with love, shed its protecting light around 
her! He must be her guardian genius ! 
The voice of gratitude echoed within 
her heart, and its accents were not those 
of the spirits of the dark abyss. Proad 
of possessing the affections of a being 
so superior, the Orphan no longer felt 
for Egbert, who for a moment had daz- 
zled her imagination, any other senti- 
ment than a passing interest, similar to 
that with which a remarkable prospect 
inspires the traveller, who, hastily ad- 
miring it, expects not to see it again. 

Herstall spent all his time in prepar- 
ing for death; the monastery, its 
grounds, and all his possessions, would 
be the inheritance of Elodie ; but, alone, 
helpless, and without a guide, what was 
to become of the youthful Orphan? A 
distant relation of Herstall’s, who had 
for some time resided at the Court of 
Lorraine, bad several estates in Swit- 
zerland. To propose an act of kind- 
ness to the Countess Imberg, was to 
gratify the first wish of her heart.— 
Assured that, in despight of age and 
infirmities, she would not hesitate to 
afford protection to the Orphan, Her- 
stall addressed to her the most implor- 
ing prayers in favour of Elodie, and 
entreated she would deign to supply 
his place, when death should have 
robbed the Orphan of her sole remain- 
ing friend. 

The spring was passed, and the 
burning heat of summer had succeeded 
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to the mild breezes of the season of 
flowers. The Recluse no longer de- 
scended from the mountains, and he ap- 
peared to have forgotten the valley.— 





‘The Maiden of Underlach became every 
day more melancholy aud pensive ; no 
event diversified the monotony of her 
existence, and she felt wretched, in the} 
midst of repose and tranquility. Smiles 
no longer adorned her rosy lips, and the 
elasticity of her youthful step was fled. 
Her prayers.in the chapel were more 
frequent, he joyous enthusiasm 
once inspired by the early dawn was 
gone. The strings of her lute were 
broken, and her flowers withered in ne- 
glect. One thought alone caused all 
these changes. 

Formerly the valley appeared to her 
the scene of all that was lovely and ani- 


mated ; now darkness and desolation |; 


surrounded her. As she contemplated, 
from her cherished pavilion, the white 
snow on the summit of the Alps, which, 
spite of the scorching heat ofthe sun, 
remained unmelted, a deep sigh escap- 
ed her bosom. Why was nother heart 
as cold as those eternal masses, which, 
braving the heat of summer skies; re- 
mained unchanged. How many storms 
had assailed these heights. and still was 
their aspect unaltered. Youthful flower 





of Helvetia! scarcely has the.bapath of 


the tempest assailed thee, already 


thou art no longer the same! 


A drizzling rain falling on the moun- 
tains of Underlach, gave to their sum- 
mits the semblance of fantastic forms. 
White clouds breaking into a thousand 
curious shapes, rested like transparent 
waves on the rocky surface. The rays 
of the sun suddenly absorbing these 
vapours, gilded at intervals the horizon, 


and the veils of the mountain, seeming- 


ly rent asunder by the power of en- 
chantment, exhibited through their aper- 
tures zrial porticoes, groves of firs, 
and temples of rocks, overtopping the 
clouds and the valley .* 


But these magic pictures, these phe- 
nomena of nature, were scarcely no- 
ticed by Elodie. The shades of even- 
ing began to darken the forest, and she 
quitted the pavilion. ‘* Another day has 
passed !"* cried she; then looking at 
the snow which covered the summit of 
the nearest mountain, she added. ‘* Many 
days and years bas that white veil rested 
onthe mountain. Time has spared it, 
and it has survived the patriarchs of old, 
the centenary oak, and the monuments 
of the heroes of antiquity! Still will it 
endure, when the valley of Underlach 





* Those who have travelled in Switzerland 
must often have noticed these phenomena. (See 


ino longer remembers the Orphan of the 
Abbey, and has ceased to bless the name 
of the Recluse.” 

At this moment the door of the park 
opening to the fields, near which Elo- 
‘die was walking, was burst open with 
violence, and an armed warrior appear- || 
Like the nymph Hes- 
peria, at the sight of the son of Priam, 
the trembling girl essayed to fly. 
stranger, detaining her, raised his visor, 
and as he exclaimed in a wild tone, ‘ It 
is 1! Elodie recognized Egbert. 

‘* Why do you seek me ?”’ cried the 


ed before her. 


timid girl. 





his mind. 


stall. 





hope.”’ 





the description of the Alps.) 








‘** Follow me!” 

As he uttered these words, the Count 
de Norindall seized the trembling hand | 
of the orphan ; but his own trembled 
‘still more, and the rude impetuosity of 
his movements, attested the disorder of 


** Leave me, in the name of heaven! 
Pity me!” shrieked the niece of Her- 


** You had no pity for Egbert.” 

As he spoke, he dragged her, in 
‘spite of her resistance, and mournful 
‘cries, towards the spot where a car- 
riage, surrounded by several warriors, 
awaited his victim. 

As they drew near the door of the 
‘park, Elodie fell on her knees ; “ Eg- 
bert,’ cried she, ‘‘ noble Egbert, for- 
bear ; you are incapable of committing 
acrime. Recollect yourself, magnani- 
‘mous knight, and be not, for the first 
time in your life, deaf to the plaintive 
cry of innocence,” 

She knelt before him, her lovely 
eyes were bathed in tears Egbert hesita- 
ted for a moment. 
her grief! how interesting her weak- 
ness! thought he, and, as he gazed on 
her, his great soul was for a moment 
shaken. This was his first guilty ac- 
tion ; he had dreaded to attempt it, and 
the thought of its completion inspired 
him with borror. 

** Rise, angelic creature! rise,” said 
the retiring warrior, “It 1 who should 
No, | am not a mon- 
ster, but | adore thee: I was not born 
to be a cowardly ravisher. but I cannot 
exist without thee. Honour is precious, 
and virtue is dear; but love for thee 
predominates over 
virgin! save me from the horror of 
crime ; | can yet restore thee to liber- 
ty. Retract thy refusal, and recall 
Egbert to the Abbey. Speak, I ask 
but for one word, one little word of 


How beautiful is 


kneel at thy feet. 


He ceased, and distractedly leanin 
his trembling frame against the wall, 





‘which was insupportable : his hand Was 
‘pressed against his burning forehead 
and his face was pale and convalsed 
he implored, though he dreaded a 
answer. 

The hand of Egbert no longer held 
\Elodie a captive. The repentant knight 
appeared annihilated, and the daughter 
of Saint Maur, instead of replying to 
him meditated anescape. The moment 
seemed propitious; the darkness of 
night, she thought, would conceal her 
flight, and, rapidly springing towards the 
neighbouring grove, she flattered hey. 
self that the thick foliage would assis: 
to conceal her. 

The astonished Norindall followed 
the fugitive, whom her white garments 
betrayed. Vaintly, like the gazelle of 
Armenia flying before the Arabs in the 
desert, did the swift-footed maiden skin 
the ground, in a few moments she was 
again in the power of the ravisher. 

‘“ It is enough!” cried the furious 
Egbert, dragging her with violence to 
the door of the park; ‘* You have de- 
cided your fate and mine. What, not 
one word of pity! not one consoling 
look! Cruel girl!’’ added he, in a tone 
of grief and despair, ‘* was the thought 
of becoming the cherished companion 
of Egbert so very dreadful? Know, 
that more than one beadty has secretly 
(sighed for him you disdain ; more than 
one heart has sought his love. Alas! 
experience has inspired him with pity 
for those whose vows he rejected. _Elo- 
‘die, you hate me, and I hate myself: 
dare but to tell meso, overwhelm me 
‘with the expressions of your detesta- 
‘tion ; we shall soon have crossed the 
‘valley, and reached the torrent—point 
to the abyss, and 1 will obey you ; the 
death of Egbert will restore Elodie to 
liberty.” 

The wild tenderness of his accents, 
his passionate delirium, the conflict be- 
tween love, repentance, and madness, 
severely wounded the tender heart o! 

Elodie. Too weak for resistance, des- 
titute of aid, wretched and despairing, 
ithe Orphan ceased her useless cries, 
but ber imploring eyes were still fixed 
on the cruel warrior, who could not en- 
dure the sight of her sufferings. 

(To be continued. ) 


Ll —_—_—_—_————————— TE 


The cynic who twitted Aristippus, by 
observing that the philosopher who 
could dine on herbs, might despise the 
company of a king, was well replied to 


g||by Aristippus, when he remarked, that 


the philosopher who could enjoy the 








awaited his sentence. The throbbings 
of his heart announced delirium. He 


company of aking, might also despise 4 
dinner of herbs. 


=——=_— 
‘had thrown off his helmet, the weight of | 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 
- 

THE LEGEND OF THE STONE HOUSE, | 
OR LOVE CURED BY FRIGHT. 


(Continued from page 117.) 
A number of years since, in the days 


of Uncas, chief of the Mohegan tribe ai PS d sudden death, or any uncommon 


Indians, the people living in the vicinity. 
of Mamaroneck-Point and Quaker-Hill, ' 
places noted from the romantic scenery 
which every where around them is pre- 
sented, were often surprised with the 
sight of a strange man, whose aspect be- 
spoke him something uncommon, and 
whose singular actions created feelings 
of wonder and curiosity among them.— 
Ilis appearance being such, that all who 
had a sight of him trembled, lest he 
should discover that they were gazing at 
him. His high forehead, thinly covered 
with dark hair, matted and banging 
long, partly overshadowed a_ pair of, 
small fiery eyes deep sunk into his head, 
and which at times shot gleams of ven- 
geance at any one who approached his 
presence. His uncouth dress and enor- 
mous stature, made him appear a de- 
scendant of another hemisphere. Clad 
in garments made from the rushes which) 
grew at the foot of a lofty hill, ow 
which about mid-way up, in a den or 
cavern, (since denominated the Stone- 
House) was his dwelling place. 

He was often seen to issue from, 
among the broken fragments of the 
rocks, and appear as it were by magic, | 
before the woodman or hunter, and 
pointing to the south with his hand, 
speak in a hoarse voice and order them. 
to be gone: then frowning, and in a. 
voice tremendously shrill, repeat the 
word “ beware,’ which sounded through 
the hollow chasms, and was repeated in 
echoes on the éistant shore. The cold- 
est of weather appeared to have no effect 
upon him; smoke was never seen to 
issue or rise from the residence of this 
singular being. His subsistence appear- 
ed to consist of berries and fruits ; occa- 
sionally catching some of the shell-fish 
which adhered to the rocks on the 
shore near by. 

Always alone, without any human be- 
ing as his companion, no one knew from 
whence he came, or what his object. 


went so far as to say that he was Satan 
himself, visiting incog some of the inha- 
bitants, to allure them to destruction. 


formed. Every accident that happened 
occurrence taking place was ascribed to 
his art. Mothers cautioned their daugh- 
ters not to be out after night-fall, lest 
this demon of the stone-house should 
appear and snatch them away. The 
children always shunned his place of 
abode, and would take a circuit of half 
a mile to avoid trespassing on the ground 
near his habitation. 

All at once he suddenly disappeared, 
and the inhabitants for a time were 
freed from their fears. About this time 
a man, an eccentric genius, named 
Hobbs took up his residence in this vi- 
cinity. Fishing was his only occupation, 
and his only support. His dwelling 
consisted of a stone hovel, just large 
enough to admit of standing erect, and 
of laying at full length in the interior ; 
it was plastered with mud and sea-weed, 


Many and various were the stories, 
circulated of the wonders he had per- 


Unmooring his small vessel, he steer- 
ed for the shore near the stone-house, 
| and had scarce reached it and hauled his 
| boat up the rocks for safety, ere a most 
dreadful storm came on, and he wander’ 
ed forth in search of a place of shelter. 

The night was dark, and the elements 
howled and raged like contending ar- 
mies ; the rain descended in torrents, 
and the wind tore from their firm roots 
the sturdy oaks of the forest—levelling 
with its dreadful blast, beautiful 
fields of grain. The thunder roared 


through the vaulted arch of heaven and 
shook the earth. The lightning’s vivid 


flash blinded for a moment our forlorn 
and weather-beaten fisherman with its 
tremendous glare, then darkness tenfold 
black succeeded. The hollow caverns 
around rung with deep and dreadful 
sounds, atthe awful roar. The river 
swelled and lashed its rock bound shore 
in angry surges, white and foaming ; 
they sparkled in the darkness as they 
retired from the beach and rolled back 
agaig with increased violence, in hoarse 
ees sounded through the woods, 





which latter material, was likewise his 
only bed to lay on. His possessions con- 
sisted of this dwelling place and a small 
boat, in which at all seasons, and in all 
kinds of weather, he was often seen 
tossing to and fro unconscious of danger 
or fear. Being extremely fond of chil- 
dren, they all styled him uncle, and there 
was no small stir among them when it 
was announced that Uncle Billy Hobbs 
was come. They would all throng 
around eager to see him, though fearful 
of approaching too near, as his uncouth 
dress and general appearance was not 
very inviting. Many stories of hair- 
breadth escapes by him from drowning, 
while out in his little boat, had rendered 
him in the eyes of some, an object of 
peculiar favour with heaven. 

The mysterious being of the stone- 
house was often the subject of conversa- 
tion among the families which Hobbs was 
in the habit of supplying with fish, and, 
he longed for a convenient opportunity 
of visiting the place. A chance not 
long after offered. He had been one 
day in bis boat, as usual, fishing at Ja- 
cob’s Rocks, and night overtook him ere 








Superstition had often declared that the 


pe was aware of it; the clouds bore eve- 


“Old Nick,” was in him; and many!lry appeacance of an approaching storm. 


adding an awfulness to the terrific black- 
ness of the gloomy forest. 

The bleak summit of the huge pile of 
hard and craggy rocks around the stone- 
house appeared on fire from the light- 
ning’s blaze. Repeated discharges of 
electric fluid shattered the ragged steep, 
and rent in sunder large and mighty 
rocks which time had placed in gran- 
deur on its romantic top. 

Hobbs ascended the hill, and viewed 
with wonder and awe the sublimity of the 
storm, and paused to see the rocks rent 
by the elements, which in anger hurled 
from their firm beds, the stapendous 
piles which had withstood the wreck of 
time, and frowned in awful majesty on 
the summit of the stone-house mountain. 

Another large black cloud which ap- 
peared charged with new horrors of 
the tempest, was hovering over the 
steep, which was still lighted with vivid 
flashes, when he caught the distant 
sounds of a shrill piercing voice, which 
issued as it were from the rocks near 
| him. Cheered by the sound of a human 

voice, be listened, but all was silent, 
nought was again heard but the winds 
tremendous blasts roaring along the rug- 
ged steep. At this instant a sudden 
crash which sounded like a thousand 
thunders, shook the whole bill around, 
and deafened him almost with its awful 
| resolved Starting from the spot, he 











resolved to seek shelter if possible : 
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for the elements seemed to vie with/!quarrelling with his brother, and at] refused to obey: ‘Tell my sovereign.’ | 


each other in spreading desolation 
around him. 

The tremendous crash which he had 
just heard, somewhat alarmed him, and 
with rapid strides he traversed the thick 
woods at his left and regained the open 
fields, when to his great joy he discovered 
a glimmering light twinkling through the 
intense darkness before him. Quicken- 
ing his pace he approached the spot 
from wheadflthe light proceeded, and 
soon reached a farm-house ; halting be- 
fore the dwelling, he paused and wrung 
the water from his old woolen cap, 
which was the only thing of the hat kind, 
that had for years protected his almost 
bald head. 

Knocking at the door, which was im- 
mediately opened, he entered ;—a 
cheerful fire blazed on the hearth, di- 
rect to which our water-soaked fisher- 
man steered his coarse. ‘* Where from, 
my friend,” asked the man of the house 
as he took a survey of the dripping form 
before him. ‘I scarcely know myself, 
(replied Hobbs) for two hours I have 
been seeking some kind of shelter from 
the howling storm, and at length des- 
cried your light.” No farther ques- 
tions were asked; he was welcomed to 
what the house afforded, and at his re- 


» quest permitted to sleep on the floor 


for the night,—the comforts of a bed for 

years he had been a stranger to. At 

early dawn, he mustered up and depart- 

ed, thankful for the timely shelter 

which he had obtained from the storm. 
(To be continued.) 


——KRK—Rea—a————————— 
COSMO DE MEDICI. 


He was the second Duke of Florence, 
and the most illustrious of the famous 
house of Medici. But as human happi- 
ness is never perfect, so the great good 
fortune of Cosmo was diminished by ex- 
traordinary family infelicity. The names 
of two of his sons were John and Garci- 
as. The former, when young, was 
made a cardinal by his father’s interest : 
the latter, who was of a most vindictive 
disposition, always entertained a most 
violent hatred of him, which no endea- 
vours could conquer. Being one day 
hunting together, they were left alone, 
when Garcias took the opportunity of 
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length buried his dagger in his heart. 
He then rejoined the company without 
discovering the smallest emotion. The 
cardinal’s horse returning without his 
rider, the company traced the place 
where he lay murdered. His body be- 
ing brought to Florence, the duke order- 
ed it to be reported that his son died of 
an apoplectic fit, while he was hunting. 
He then ordered the dead body to be 
conveyed into an inner apartment ; and 
sending for Garcias, to whose malig- 
nant disposition he was no stranger, he 
taxed him with the murder. The youth 
denied it at first with the greatest vehe- 
mence ; but being introduced into the 
room where the body lay, it is said to 
have bled (probably by chance) at his 
approach. He then threw himself at 
his father’s feet, and coafessed the 
charge. The father, who had determi- 
ned what to do, solemnly desired him to 


= 


said he, ‘that-I am no longer his sy}. 
ject; having thrown myself under the | 


1 


protection of a Power far superior « 
him.’—Then, turning to his troops, he 
animated them by his voice and example. 
and leading them to the attack, scaled 
the walls, and took the fortress. Pete; 
was so st#uck with this exploit, that 
upon his next interview with Galitzip 
he said to him, ‘ Ask what you will, ex. 
cept Moscow and Catherine.’ The 
prince, with a magnanimity, which re. 
flects the highest honour upon his cha. 
racter, instantly requested the pardon 
of his ancient rival prince Repnin, who 
had been degraded, by Peter, from the 
rank of marshal to that of a common sol. 
dier. He obtained his request; and 
with it the confidence of his sovereign, 
the esteem of prince Repnin, and the 
applause of the public.—Few circum. 
stances can give more pleasure to a 


~= = 
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prepare for death! adding, that he ought 
to account it a happiness that he was 
going to lose that life of which he was 
unworthy, by no other hand than that of 
him who gave it. He then plucked out 


generous mind than the contemplation 
of such exalted traits of a great and noble 
spirit ; and our pleasure is heightened, 
when we behold the descendants of such 
persons enjoying all the honours, as well 





of his sheath the dagger with which] as virtues of their ancestors. 


Garcias had murdered his brother, and 
which still hung at his side, and plung- 
ing it into his bosom, laid him dead at 
his feet. 


EEE 








The ignorant have often given credit 


This happened when the car-}j to the wise, for powers that are permit: 


dinal was only eighteen, and Garcias fif-||ted to none, merely because the wise 


teen years of age. 











The mother was sojj have made a proper use of those pow- 
affected by the death of her two sons,|j ers that are permitted to all. 


The little 


and the manner of it, that she survived} Arabian tale of the dervise, shall be the 


them but a few days. 
—_—_—_— 


VALOUR AND MAGNANIMITY. 


AN ANECDOPS. 








comment of this proposition. A dervise 
was journeying alone in the desert, 
when two merchants suddenly met him; 
“You have lost a camel,”’ said he, to 
the merchants; ‘indeed we have,” 


In 1702, Peter the Great having made]| they replied ; ‘‘ was he not blind in his 
several ineffectual attempts on Noteborg, right eye, and lame in his left leg?” 
a Swedish fortress, now called Schlussel- said the dervise ; ‘* he was,”’ replied the 
burgh, sent prince Galitzin, colonel of merchants: ‘‘ had he not lost a front 
the guards, at the head of a select corps,|itooth ?’”’ said the dervise ; ‘‘ he had,” 
to take it by storm. That officer ha- rejoined the merchants: ‘ and was he 
ving, by means of rafts, landed his sol-|| not loaded with honey on one side, and 
diers close to the fortifications, which|| wheat on the other ?”’ “ most certainly 
advance almost to the edge of the water, || he was,” they replied, ‘‘and as you 
they were received with such cool in-|| have seen him so lately, and marked him 
trepidity by the garrison, and exposed tollso particularly, you can, in all proba- 


such a dreadful carnage, that Peter, con- bility, conduct us unto him.” 


7] My 


ceiving the assault to be impracticable, friends,”’ said the dervise, ‘* Ihavenever 
sent immediate, orders for the Russians|| seen your camel, nor ever heard of him 


to retire. 


Prince Galitzin, however,| but from you.” ‘A pretty story, tru- 
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ly,” said the merchants, ‘‘ but where POETRY. || When cares and griefs assail man’s heart, 
are the jewels which formed a part of And hope forsakes his bosom drear, 
; ; Can aught, on e: i 
his cargo?” ‘I have neither seen FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CALINET. | ght, on earth such balm impart, 


As woman's smile, as woman's tear” 





your camel nor your jewels,” repeated ae 
the dervise. Onthis they seized his WASHINGTON’S BIRTH-DAY. Ride Ciaiee het Wedel de, anatls ensitit ie 
person, and forthwith hurried him before WESTTSR BY US. CANUNE Weswwenre. A mother’s love from out his breast? 
. the cadi, where, on the strictest search, a : And Sung by Mr. Lamb. ae Furies, : despair, 
; ° ° i emi s 7 t the , ' 
é' nothing could be found upon him, nor rig sen her smiles, when the blushing Au I e fiends, torment the monster's rest | 
" could any evidence whatever be addu- Greeted a newly-born hope of the West; What breathes a charm so dear to man 
ced to convict him, either of falsehood }| Phoebus, advancing in chariot of glory, As woman's blushing, ruby lip ? 


What cools the bow! or flowinggean ? 


or theft. They were then about to pro-|| Gaz'd with delight on the infantile guest; 
From them no sweets of life we sip. 


ceed against him as a sorcerer, when the || Seraphs, commission’d to watch o'er his slum- 


, : bers 
‘ g ss, thus ad- ’ 
dervise, with great calmness, t Shake from their pinions the odours of bliss ; 


dressed the court: “1 have been much While, in the softest and sweetest of numbers, 
amused with your surprise, and own that}} Hark! they are chanting an anthem like this: 
there has been some ground for your Bright heir of endless fame, 

suspicions ; but] have lived long and ae e r emgnagee poeta 7” The strongest ties that bind the heart 
alone; and I can find ample scope for ew aeene eee vee wane S Are links of beauty’s silken chain, 


’ 7 Then shall a nation join ’ : 
observation, even in a desert. I knew Jom, And tho’ man dies, he loves the smart 


Round freedom's sacred shrine, , , : 
They ¢ 
that I had crossed the track of a camel Hailing the day of our Washington's birth. BY Gre 5, one Ratios eee Ris gale 


that had strayed from its owner, be- ae . : Fill high the cup with sparkling wine, 
cause I saw no mark of any human foot- on stip tae pe aap a 4 _ + To “ Love and Beauty” drain it dry, 
step on the same route; I knew that} — a oe oe ee “|| Its stream gives pleasure most divine, 








The brightest star that beams aloft 
To light the azure vault of heaven, 

Sheds ne’er a ray so sweet and soft, 
As that to radiant beauty given. 





shield ; . . 
: , : : But none—ab none like woman's eye. 
the animal was blind in one eye, be-|| Ruthless Bellona prepar'd for the quarrel, _— sneemaue 
cause it had cropped the herbage only] Justice presented her sword for the field; West-Point, Feb. 8th. 1822 

oat , . >] . 


on one side of its path ; and I perceived Jove from Oiympus, beheld and commended, 


that it was lame in one leg from the Arm'd his own Eagle in Liberty’s cause ; —_—_— 
: Pallas, the goddess of wisdom, deseended, 























a ee gaomes which that particular Bearing the new Constitution and Laws :— FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET 
foot had produced upon the sand; | While round the verdant plains, 1 om 
concluded that the animal had lost one/ Swell’d these seraphic strains, TO E**. 
tooth, because wherever it had grazed. Rise, blest Columbia, the queen of the earth ; |} When I dwell on those charms,—Oh bow can I : 
_ asmall tuft of herbage was left uninju- a ae your a 5 leave thee? ¢ 
: : , ; Soon shall your sons be free, For bosoms less genial,—for pleasures less : 
} a5 4 a ie pe rs shes f As to that Hail to the day of your Washington’s birth dear? 
; ees a hy © Durwen ¢ the beast, ’ : Thou'st sworn e’er to love me, my love,—I be- 
‘ the busy ants informed me that it was || Hope smil'd extatic, while Freedom, delighted, Neus tans 
_ corn on the one side, and the clustering Fix’d on a scite for her temple to stand ; Then why should I sigh in a tremour of fear? 
flies, that it was honey on the other.” There is her altar erected and lighted, There's in parting a grief o’er-mantled with 
Thence does its splendour illumine the land ; eweetuess, 
—— Hail an event of such glory and splendour, Tho’ wild be the wailings, tho’ many the 
Waken your pans to Washington's name ; tears; 
A terrible Disease.—‘* How do you do Champion of Freedom, our nation’s defender, The soul we adore seems just then in its mect- 
J 9 . 9: . Hero and statesman, eternal his fame ; a 
Jack ’—What ails you man ?” inquired , ; - 

i Still round our verdant plains, For heaven,——so warmly a parting endears, 
afriend to another. ‘Oh! my dear fel- Swell these seraphic strains, 4 rs laa 
low, (replied he) I have got a terrible Rise, blest Columbia, the queen of the earth; 
bilious disorder.’’ ‘Indeed! (said the Still shall a nation join, Tho’ my fortune has frown’d,—the world is be- 
first) I did not know before that you Round Freedom's pa sai fore me, 

. . a # i ; t 9 ; : ve , 
were subject to bile.” ‘ Bile! (said he) |] ’ Hail to the day of our Washington's bir And thow art still left to repay my worn care; 
oh no, but I am so. toah f bills = I’ve wept in my madness, but thou shalt restore 

Are ; pds remy: apenas FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. me, 
which I caa’t pay, and if this be not a — And lull to repose the wild storm of despair. 
bill-ious disorder, pray what is it. ?” TO WOMAN. _... || Let us laugh at the world,—its frigid derision 

Thou loveliest image of that God May bask in the smiles of the pamper’d alone ; 

— Who sent thee first to Eden’s bowers, Retired be our dwelling, but calm and elysian 

5 Without thee life were but a load, For then we can call all its pleasure our own. 
K Q. Why is opening a letter like a A round of weary listless hours. Emma ! 
z very strange way of getting into a . 
. ool ? . y 6 S ” Virtue in thee loves best to dwell, No, I will not repine,—tho’ troubles o’erpress 
A ' Ser , Devotion’s purest orisons are thine ; me, 
I. “Because it is breaking through Yet vice can make thy smile a hell, For thine is the look that shal] chase them 


the sealing. To blast the vot’ries of its shrine. away ; 
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Let's part with a hope that the woes that dis. 
tress me, 

Will die in the bliss of experience to-day. 

Then fare thee well! dearest, ‘tis painful to leave 

thee, 

Yet why should we grieve at what heaven 

may will? 

madness,—tis folly,—and I would not 

grieve thee, 

Bat if we part blithe,—we will meet blither 
still Emma ! 

HAROLD. 

* 


FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 

Lines on being informed that @ young lady, 
an intimate acquaintance, was about to be mar- 
ried, though mnch do I marvel at it ;—for she 
has loved so many—back-biting and hating them 
too, at the same time, that I could not forbear 
giving her the following stanzas as a small testi. 
mony of my affection. 


TO SOMEBODY. 
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That form of lovely memory, 
Nor let my Mary longer weep— 


What are the dangers of the sea, 
While Mary waits me on the shore? 
She is the star that shines for me, 
A vision moving gloriously, 
And bids me love and fear no more.” 


Thus sang the sea-boy on the deck, 
No thought of dark oblivion’s wave ;. 

When lo! a cloud, just now a speck, 

That gave no sign of storms or wreck, 


Thus come the shadows of the tomb, 
Among the voyagers of the earth ; 
Thus fade the flowers of life that bloom, 
Nor can a wretch escape his doom— 
The curse lies on him from his birth. 


NEW-YORK, 





You're going at last,—heaven bless your spouse! 
He'll have enough of woman ; 

You'll smile and give the nuptial vows, 
—Ah! an unlacky omen! 


I once did love you,—what a fool! 
Your coquette leer did make me, 


once I stoop'd at your foot-stool, 
Fell satam would not . 5 me! 


You'll get a spouse, —_weep, Hymen, weep! 
Thy sbrine it will be shaded! 





Thy harmony will sink to sleep! 
Thy balmy flowers faded! 





Two years were spent in knavish sighs; 

















Washington's Birth-day —Y est 
inst. was the birth day of the illu 
of his country, 
with the usual 
occasion whic 
personage. 


—- 


A correspondent bas furnished us with a re.| 


view of « Odofriede, The Outcast,” 
Poem, by Samuel B 
which has just made its appearance. 


hastily perused the work 
accord with 


Hangs threat’ning o'er the lover's grave. 


F. 


—_—_—_—_—_—_ 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 23, 1822. 


erday the 22d 
strious Father 
which was celebrated in this city 


festivities, commemorative of the 
bh gave birth to so distinguished a) 


a Dramatic | 
- H. Judah, of this city, | 


» and in some measure | 
the reviewer, that the author 


ee 
26th inst. under the direc 
Earle, Allen, and Morse, for the bene 
funds of that church. Perso 
vocal music of the first ord 
portunity to be gratified 
exercise their liberal fe 
to the funds of an infant 
may be had of Jasper Ward, No. 13 Cherry. 
street, James Cowan, 512 Pear!-st,; Sime, 
Benjamin, 371 Peart-st.- 


+ and of most of the 
members of the congregation. 


= 
a*%s We acknowledge the receipt of sever) 
favours from our correspondents. 


=——— 


MARRIED, 


In this city, by the Rey. Archibald m’ , 
Mr. William Montanye, to Miss Eliza Marshall, 
all of this city. 
On Tharsday evening last, by the Rev. Mr. 
Feltus, Mr. Richard Wells, of Petersburg, Va. 
to Miss Eliza Ann Roach, of this city 

At New-Rochelle, on Tuesday 12th inst, by 
the Rev. Mr. Karney, Mr. Theodocius Hunt, of 
this city, to Miss Nancy H., Pell, daughter of 
Col. David I. Pell, of Pelham. 
On Saturday evening last, by the Rev. Joh 


Powers, Mr. Darby Murray, to Miss Naney 
Radford, both of this city. 





a 
tion of Messrs 


"NS who are fond of 
er, will have an op, 
; and at the Same tine 
elings, in Contribut 

congregation. Tickets 


es 


DIED, 
On Sunday morning last. John Gassner, sen’, 
9 in the 85th year of his age. 


On Sunday afternoon, after a short but painful 
illness, Mrs. Rachel Limberger, wife of Mr. 





! 
fit of the 


Oh '!—who the duce could mate you ! 










has exhibited to the public an active and well 








On Monday morning, 
Doctor Richard § 


J 


John Limberger, aged 37 years. 
Mrs. Ann, consort of 
- Kissam, aged 39 years. 
On Sunday morning, Mrs. Frances, wife 
oseph C. Spear, printer, aged 29 years. 






Yours are lynx or basilisk eyes, furnished mind, and sincerely hope that his ja. 

That say “I love to hate you” bours may meet with the smiles of an indulgent 

community. In our next we shall publish the 

Mine be the tarn,—be this my rule, brief extracts of our correspondent, with his | 
Tho’ miseries sti}! await you; well-timed remarks. 


To love you then | was a f, 
"Tis blissful now to hate you! 


—.- 


On Tuesday morning last, Mies Lydia Bunk- 
er, aged 14. She was tnissing from the family, 
and on search being made, was found drowned 

























Some other wights knelt at your feet, 
Slattery did elate you ; 
Bat mark,—to lore is far less sweet, 


telling you I hate you! 


+ om 
ae —— 
POR THE LapiEs’ LITRRARY CABINET. 
THE SE A-BOy. 


O'er silent waters distant swe > 
Hark the sea-boy’s lonely soug ; 
He sings of love, and Mary's dwelling, 
tales of bome that hope is telling, 
While swiftly glides his bark along. 


“ My Mary sighs at night for me; 
Breezes, 


waft me o'er the deep; 
Spare me, ye Waters, "till 1 see 


in the cistera. 








k coitisists of | 
Mathematica} Ques. 
ebuses, and Charades 
new questions in each of 
these departments are Proposed, to be answered 
in the next number. The remainder containg 
Remarkable Occurrences, Miscellaneous Ex. 





























tracts, and Scientific Intelligence, calculated to 
instruct and amuse almost every class of read. 
ers. The work is edited by M. M. Nash, and 
may be obtained of the principal Booksellers of 
this city, price 50 | 
delayed beyond its i 

Consequence of sickness and death in the 
tor's family. 





_ 


Concert of Sacred Music.—A Sacred Concert 


At No. 15 Cedar-st 


ers. 
Feb. 23, 








will be given in the Presbyterian Church in| 
Vanderwater-strect, on Tuesday evening, the 


TERMs, 


«*» Wanted immediately at the Bindery, No. 


15 Cedar street, two or three Folders and Sew- 
NATH. SMITH, & CO. 


> Subscriptions for the Cabinet, re- 
ceived at the publisher's oftices No. 15 Cedar- 
street, and No. 30 William- 
the Post-Office. 


SSS et 


PRINTED AND PUBLISHED 
BY NATHANIEL SMITH & CO. 
reet, and 30 William-streel, 
directly opposite the Post. Office ; to whom 
Communications (post paid) may be 
Gddressed. 
4 dolls. per year —Country subscribers 


st. directly epposite 


to pay in advance. 
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